play a part. My father had taken the gospel out of
his hands, and treated us to a hypocritical course of
instruction untouched by any refreshing breeze from
the Sea of Galilee. I had agreed with Adrienne that
we should make identical answers. We chose the
same sin and juggled about with it as one might with
dishes on a menu. "To-day, the sin of anger." We
were not allowed to offer any explanation, but had
to answer the paternal questions with a simple yes
or no. To such an extent did we exhaust the possi-
bilities of evil in our imaginations that now we don't
any of us really know where we stand in regard to
it. ... All I know at the moment is that I'm wet
through.

The headlights of a car glared in the distance at
ground level. Francois stationed himself on the edge
of the road and waited. I'm going to pretend I'm an
injured man. He tied his handkerchief round his
wrist, and stepped into the road, raising his arm.
The car pulled up.

"Are you hurt?"

"I've had a fall, and rather think I've sprained my
wrist. It's not serious."

A woman was driving. She was solidly ensconced
in the driving-seat with her folded arms resting on
the wheel. All that Francois could see of her was an
enormous mass of burnished hair, and a long, peasant-
woman s nose.

"Hop in: we're no more than a couple of hundred
yards from where I live."

Seeing that Francois hesitated, she added: "That's
it, over there in that clump of trees to the right,"